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A Different Path 


Richie arrived at Jon's house a little after 9:00. Jon called earlier in the day saying to come over to write 
some more songs for the Crush album. From the sound of Jon's voice, Richie knew that he was tired, so he 
was a little skeptical on how much work they would get done, but here he was now, standing on Jon's porch, 


ringing the loud doorbell. By the time Jon answered the door, Richie's ears were ringing. 


"God, took you fuckin long enough!" He exclaimed, moving past Jon as he entered his house, taking his shoes off 
at the doorway. Jon had a real big thing about not walking through the house with shoes on. God forbid he 


catches one little mark on his carpet! 

"Well, excuse me, but | would prefer to not burn my food" He has that tone again, the do-not-fuck-with-me- 
right-now tone. For some reason, Richie was always able to push his buttons, it's a secret talent. As they 
walked into the kitchen, Richie could smell macaroni an Cheese and instantly felt hungry. 


"Please tell me some of this is for me, " he said, grinning. That got Jon smiling. 


"Of course Richie!" Jon replied, his pissy mood instantly breaking. They ate the mac an cheese in silence, 
enjoying the flavor. Richie of course, being the fast eater that he is, finished well before Jon 


"Did you even taste any of it?!" Jon laughed, looking at his empty bowl. "You eat as if you're qualifying for a 
food contest!" 


"Yeah man, | tasted it!" Richie replied, leaning back in the chair. "You know l'm a fast eater, can't help myself." 
Jon just laughed again in response as he took Richie's plate and his to the sink, washing them clean before 
putting them in the dishwasher. Turning back to Richie, Jon asked, "So you wanna get started?" 


"Sure" Getting up from the chair, he grabbed his guitar and followed Jon to the studio room. They worked on 
the new songs, Richie strumming different tunes, Jon singing harmonies while writing down new lyrics. In total, 


they had gotten 3 songs, lyric wise, finished. 


"This album is gonna be fuckin amazing!" Jon said, his eyes gleaming with excitement as he put his lyrics book 


down. 
"You got that right, brotha," Richie answered, resting his guitar on the case. 


"Well now what?" That question seemed to echo through the air, at least it seemed to for Richie. There were 
plenty of things that he wanted to do, but Jon's feelings towards him in that way were still unclear. Richie's 
doubts didn't last long. Jon grinned, his eyes shining from his excitement to raw need, as he crawled his way 
over to where Richie was sitting. Balancing on his knees, Jon leaned upwards until his lips were just inches from 
Richie's, his hot breath warming them up. 


"Oh Richie," he murmured before gently pressing his lips againist his. They pulled away after a few moments, 
both of them staring at each other with anticipation. Caressing Jon's face with his hand, Richie slowly brought 
his lips to Jon's again, this time with them parted. Jon's tongue entered inside his mouth, slipping it againist his 
own Richie could hear Jon's breath quicken into a steady rhythm of panting, his fingers twisting in his hair. 
Richie was becoming deeply aroused, his tight leather pants instantly became unbearable. Pulling back, he tilted 
his head upwards while Jon planted wet kisses down the side of his neck. 


"Ohhh, take my pants off Jon!" Richie moaned, teeth clenching as the straining grew worse. Still kissing his neck, 
Jon undid his belt and unzipped his pantsLifting himself up, Richie could feel Jon pull off his pants, tossing them 


aside. Relaxing back in the chair, Richie concentrated on the calming feel of Jon's kisses along his neck. 


"Ooooo this feels good," he sighed, stroking Jon's hair as he felt his hands move down his chest. They stopped 


at the waist line of his underwear, soon that came off too. He was now sitting naked on the chair. 
"You ready Richie?" Jon whispered close to his ear. 


"Yes Jonny yes!" Richie answered breathlessly. And that's when he felt him rub hard on his penis, his hands at 
a steady rhythm. 


"Oh fuck!" Richie yelled, gripping both of the armrests tightly. Jon just laughed, his hands never breaking their 


stride as he continued to kiss his neck. By this point, Richie's eyes were closed shut, his pants coming between 


his clenched teeth. Jon's pace increased, driving him mad. 
"Oh fuck Jon! Fuck!" Richie screamed as his penis hardened, his climax nearing. 


"Come on Richie," Jon taunted him. "| know you want to come. Come for me baby!" The dirty talk from Jon sent 
Richie into a frenzy and with a cry, his orgasm came. Breathing hard, he relaxed his grip on the armrests, 


fighting to calm down from the orgasm. 
"How do you feel Richie?" Jon asked seductively, twisting his fingers in his wavy hair. 


"I feel fucking amazing!" Richie exclaimed, feeling his energy rise as the effects of the orgasm wore off. Rising 


from the chair, he pulled Jon up with him. 


"Bedroom, now," he commanded, feeling aroused again. Jon just grinned and led Richie to his bedroom. Turning to 
face him, Jon began taking his clothes off. With him finally naked in front of him, Richie rushed over and 
backed him up until he fell onto the bed, with him on top of Jon. 


"Richie, slow down a bit!" Jon exclaimed breathlessly, wrapping his arms around Richie's 


neck as he spoke. "There ain't no rush." 


"Baby, | just can't wait to be inside youl" Richie replied, his voice gone husky and his eyes gleaming with raw 
lust. Jon beamed a bright smile at him once those words were spoken. Jon's next words surprised Richie to the 


fullest. 


"Richie, | love you." Those 4 words were enough to send Richie into an emotional spiral. He had longed for Jon 
to say those words to him and now he finally had. Feeling choked with effection, Richie struggled to speak as he 


said, "Jon | love you too. | was never sure that you felt the same way." 


"Oh baby | havel" Jon said, his smile widening. "| was just too scared to say it before!" Richie could tell that Jon 
was proud of himself for finally admitting his feelings towards him. It made Richie extremely happy, and a new 
kind of energy and raw need emerged within him. Kissing him with such passion, Richie reached for the 
condoms laying on Jon's nightstand and tore open one of the packets. Breaking away, he placed the condom on 
himself and moved himself in place on top of Jon until they were both comfortable. Looking into his eyes, 
Richie saw warmth and love and he knew he was betraying the same look to Jon. "You ready?" Richie 


murmured. 


"Yes baby yes!" Jon laughed excitedly, tighting his grip on Richie's neck. Richie took a deep breath and let it out 
as he entered Jon slowly. He saw Jon close his eyes, his face strunched as the pain beared down on him. Richie 
himself felt the pain. He too tried to take it all in, his breath became shallow and fast. Slowly, he began to 
thrust, each time he let out a low moan and his panting grew louder. With a few more thrusts, Richie was 


fully inside Jon and their pain turned to intense pleasure. 


"Richie!" Jon cried out as Richie thrusted harder. 


"Fuck baby you feel so damn good!" Richie cried out in response, his arms straining from holding himself up, as 
he continued to steadily thrust. He felt Jon tug roughly on his hair and his lips enveloped his with intense 
passion. By then, Richie was in a panting frenzy, his thrusts becoming wild and hard. Breaking away from Jon's 
kiss, he threw back his head and a loud cry escaped from his parted lips. Jon echoed his cry as he met 
Richie's thrusts with his own 


"Fuck, Sambora!" Jon growled, his grip on Richie's hair tightened even more. Richie could feel his orgasm boiling 
inside of him, making every nerve in his body tingle. Grunting with his effort, Richie pounded steadily into Jon, 
until at last his powerful orgasm erupted and he collapsed on top of Jon. Jon stroked Richie's hair as he 
panted, waiting patiently for him to calm down. When the effects of his orgasm wore off, Richie rolled over 
onto his back and pulled Jon on top of him. 


"Fuck me Jon," Richie commanded, his voice a little raspy from all of the crying out that he did. Jon didn't 


hesitate for a second, he had the condom on himself in record breaking time. 
"Alright Richie, prepare to have the best ride of your life," Jon said before ramming himself deep into Richie. 


"Damn you Jon!" Richie screamed as the pain enveloped him. Jon just smiled as he began rocking him, slowly. As 
he felt the pain wear off and turn into pleasure, Richie began rocking to Jon's pace, little moans escaping from 
his lips as he did. Soon rocks turned to thrusts and moans of pleasure were heard. By then Richie was drowned 
in sweat, his fingers digging into Jon's back as he continuously thrusted into him. 


"Ricecchhhhhieeeeel" Jon yelled through gritted teeth. Richie was so overwelmed with pleasure that he didn't 
have the breath to speak, he could only moan and cry. He felt Jon's body tense a little, his climax nearing. 


"Fuck Samboral" Jon cried out, his breath ragid and shallow as he steadily pounded into Richie, his body moving 
jerky and quick with his efforts. It only took a few more thrusts and Jon came with a loud cry, his body 
heaving as his orgasm hit inside Richie. Richie could feel Jon's weight increase as he collapsed on top of him, 
his pants in a frenzy. Richie stroked Jon's back, he himself collecting his breath back. When Jon finally looked 


up at Richie, Richie could see the sparkle of love and desire in his eyes. 
"You're the best Richie." Richie just smiled and gave Jon a gentle kiss. 


"| know Jon, | know." 


